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doing so, and have expressive ways of their own of
saying to their rider, "Why don't you trust me and
let me go down at my own pace ? I shall take you
quite safely." This ambling down a precipitous moun-
tain side is particularly unpleasant when the path is a
corkscrew one, with many and sharp turnings, because
when the pony rushes down at a turning, it seems as if
its impetus must carry it on and over ; but at the last
moment it manages to twist itself round, so that it can
proceed in another direction; and I think these intelli-
gent little creatures take a pride in making as narrow a
shave of the precipice as possible, and in making their
riders feel as uncomfortable as they can. They are also
great in wriggling you round delicate points of rock,
where the loss of half an inch would send both horse
and rider into the abyss. They do positively enjoy
these ticklish places; and the more ticklish the place
and the deeper the precipice below, the more do they
enjoy it, and the more preternaturally sagacious do they
become. They sniff at such a place with delight; get
their head and neck round the turning; experiment
carefully to feel that the pressure of your knee against
the rock will not throw the whole concern off its balance,
and then they wriggle their bodies round triumphantly.
I speak in this way, however, only of the best ponies
of Spiti and Zanskar, and not of those of Lahaul, or of
any of the lower Himalayan provinces, which are much
inferior.

While stopping for breakfast on this great glacier/
the ice beneath the stones on which we were gave, a
great crack, and the stones themselves sank a little
way. This caused a general removal, and it looked as
if we had seated ourselves for breakfast over a crevasse
(not a wise thing to do), the mouth of which had been
blocked up with stones. To do Silas and Nurdass jus-
tice, they stuck by the breakfast-things and removed